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T he T ragedie of. Hamlet 
Paftorall,Hiftoricall,Hiftoricall,Comicall, 

Comical! hifloricall, Paftorall, T ragcdy hifloricall: 

Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plato too li^ht: 

For the la w hath writ thofe a rc meon'elv men. 

> H** O lepha Iudgeof Tfrael! what atreafure had A thou! 

Cor. Why whata treafure had he my lord? 

Ham. W hy one faire daughter, and no more, 

The which he loued palling well. 

Cor. A,ftil harping a my daughteriwell my Lord, j 

~f~ If you call me lepha, I hane a daughter that 

I loue palling well. 

Ham. Nay that followes not 

for. W 7 hat followes then my Lord? 

Ham. Why by lot, or God wot, or as it came to paffe. 
And fo it was, thefirft verfeof the godly Ballet 
Wil tel you all: for look you where my abridgement conies: 
Welcome maifters, welcome all. Enter flayers. 

What my olde friend, thy face is vallanccd 
Sincelfaw thee laft, corn’ll thou to beard me in Denmrke? 
My yong lady and milhis,burlady but your (you were: 
Ladilhip is gro wne by the altitude of a chopine higher than 
Pray God liryour voyce, like a peece of vneurrant 
Golde, be not crack ’tin the ring: come on maiflers, 
Weele cuen too’t, like French Falconers, 

Flie at any thing we fee, come, a tafte ofyour 
Quallitie, afpeech.a pallionate Ipeech. 

Players What fpeech my good lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake a fpeech once, 

But it was ncuer afted.-orifit were, ' - 

Nener abouc twice, for as I remember. 

It pleafed not the vulgar, it was cauiary 
T o the million : but to me 
And others, that receiued it in the like kinde, 

Cried in the toppe of theiriudgcments,an excellent play, 
Set downe with as great modeltie as cunning: 

One faid there was no fallets in the lines to make the fauory, 
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Prince of Denmark . 

But called it an honed methode.as whoiefome as Iweete. 
Come, a fpeech in it I chiefly remember 
Was zHlneas tale to Dido, 

And then efpecially where he talkes of Princes flaughter, 
If it liue in thy memory beginne at this line, 

Letmefec. 

The rugged Tyrrns, like th’arganianbeafl: 

No t’is not fo, it begins with Tirrtu: 

O I haue it. 

The rugged 'Times, he whofe (able armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refenible. 

When he lay couched in the ominous horfc. 

Hath now his blacke and grimme complexion fmcered 
With Heraldry more dilmall, head tofoote, 

Now is he totall guife,horridely tricked 

With blood offbthers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Back’t and itn parched in calagnlate gore. 

Rifted in earth and fire, olde grandfire Pryam feckcs: 

S o goe on. (accent. 

Cor. Afore God, my Lord, well {poke, and with good 
Tlayi- A none he finds him ftriking too fhort at Greeks, 
His aTftikefwptdrebelliou s to his Arme, 

Lies where it fallcs, vnableto refill. 

Tyrrtu at Pryam driucs, but all in rage. 

Strikes wide, but with the whiffe and wind* 

Ofhis fcllfword, th’unnerued father fades. 
for. E non gh my friend, t’is too long. 

Ham. Ft fliall to the Barbers with your beard: 

A pox, hee’sfora ligge, or a tale of bawdry, 

Orelft he Herpes, comeon to Hecuba, toms. 

Play. But who.O who had feene the mobled Quc^ne? 
Cor. Mobled Queene is good, faith very good. 

Thy, All in the alarum andfeare of death rofcvp, 

And ©Ye her weake and all ore-teeming loynes, a blancket 
And a kercheron that head, where late the diademe ftoode. 
Who this had fecne with tongue inuenom’d fpeech. 

Would 




